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of the ground, which in spring, we were told, is covered with a profusion of wild flowers (I have got the seeds for my Mother,1 but not of the most striking flowers). Even at this season the brushwood and hedgerows are beautiful. The myrtle, which is profusely spread over the country, is of a rich brown-green. The vines are cut down at this season, and look like stumps. There is a dwarf holly, too, and the arbutus, all evergreen ; here and there the cactus and the aloe.
The moving portion of this strange scene was as strange as the trees themselves. Peasants on horseback (mules are scarce and fetch a high price), two persons on one, with their legs on one side and their load before them ; they have few carts—I didn't see one market-cart—flocks of goats, sheep, not woolly like ours, but with soft fleeces like hair, flowing, and with queer graceful little bodies ; cows, like wild cows, with strange necks and backs, and of a dun or iron-grey colour.
The landscape itself is beautifully varied; finely-formed heights, intersected with plains, deep ravines, villages, or rather towers, perched up upon the lulls. Both days wo digressed from the road, cutting across country. In that way we had a specimen of what travelling is in Greece; you may cut across almost anywhere, but for the most part at a walk. You descend by beds of rivers, you cross rocks. How horses go I can't conceive ; fancy riding over the ruins of a brick wall, and you will have an idea of it, except that the stonos are not sharp. The rock here is chiefly limestone, and tho weather polishes it. The steps up to the houses are all marble-— strange at first sight. The villages in a deplorable condition, and seem once to have been more important than they arc, now. The people are marvellously idle. In Corfu the streets swarm with men doing nothing \ and tho roads are full of them. In a village where we stopped, a horse having lost a shoe, a collection of idlers of all ages; came round us ; all dirty and uncombed. The children arc tine-looking, and some of the men ; the women keep indoors. Their bread is very fair (the corn comes from Poland and t,he 3 Mack Sea through Odessa); though in these parts, from Spain to Corfu, they leaven it. This gives it a sour taste when it is old. Tho population of Corfu by itself is said to be 40,000, which is almost incredible, though the statement comes from one who ought to know. Our rides across country have given me sonio definite notion of the state of travelling in Greece in tho
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